We unpacked the car; the kids went to this hill of sand, "The Tower," and were falling down. We made some peanut butter and jelly sandwiches, and the first thing I did was to bite into a sandwich and there was a bee in it! Actually, it was a yellow jacket, not a bee. It stung my tongue. It worried me a good deal, because I thought some people were very sensitive to yellow-jacket bites.
I was expecting my mouth to swell up or swell shut or something.
Then I describe some scenes that took place on the beach that day: the girl building the canals which she then opens to let the lakewater in; the child who was tricked into being sanded into a pit. The last part of the poem?"My own Interviewer: How much after the incident was "Shore Scene" written? 
